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Saturday 


Gu ru 'phrin las 


It's a cloudy, overcast Saturday, a time most university students enjoy, 
sleeping late to reduce study pressures, but I woke in the early morning 
from a nightmare: I was wearing handcuffs and in great pain. I had 
raped a schoolmate. 

At the beginning of this new day, I had no desire to brush my 
teeth and wash my face. 

I forgot to mention that Saturday is my favorite day, not 
because I can rest, but because I don't have to encounter my classmates 
in a noisy, cramped classroom. Saturday means I can avoid isolation 
and dehumanization. Only Saturday brings me a little joy. 

Most of my schoolmates call me Weird Man, but my name is 
Han Han. I am a nearsighted, slender, unattached twenty-one-year- 
old who wears a pair of thick-lensed glasses. I walk with my head down 
and hold my hands behind me like an old man. 

I found an interest when I was fifteen that troubles me. I have 
a strong tendency to invoke history with whoever I talk to. During the 
first semester, some students were interested in me, but afterward, 
they realized I'd tell them what they already knew and their interest 
quickly died. 

People don't like to be friends with me because I act strangely. 
I once shaved a strip of hair from my forehead to the back of my neck. 
Students laughed at me and looked at me strangely. I hated their 
reaction but mostly ignored it. I do pretty much what I want and kept 
my new hairstyle. I am interested in a schoolmate but I'm sure she is 
embarrassed to see me and no longer replies to my messages. I 
sometimes ask myself, "What's the purpose of being different?" I hate 
myself for losing her. 
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I sometimes have breakfast in the school diner with a feminine 
boy who lives next to my dorm room. We never go shopping together. 
He dresses fashionably and doesn't want to be seen with a bumpkin 
like me outside of the campus. 

This Saturday morning, I go to his dorm room. He is asleep. 
Not wanting to wake him, I opt to have breakfast at a restaurant near 
my school gate. 

I hate to go to the library on Saturday, so I retreat to my room, 
he face down on my bed, and begin playing a game on my cell phone. 
Feeling bored after a while, I recall I haven't gone to the gym for a few 
days. Deciding it's better to be at the gym than playing games, I 
consider biking to the gym, which is not near my school. However, I 
never ride a bike on snowy and rainy days. It's dangerous. I don't want 
to injure myself, nor do I want to give someone a lot of money if I hit 
them after losing control of the bike. 

I board a crowded bus and grip a strap handle near a seated 
young guy, who squints at me, loses interest, and continues to listen to 
music on his iPhone. At the next bus stop, an old man with a wrinkled 
face under white hair gets on the bus. The young guy gives him his seat. 
The young guy's fashionable clothes, a bunch of red tattoos on his neck, 
and dyed yellow hair made me think he is a gangster. Well, maybe he 
is, but he respects old people. My distaste melts into admiration. 

Maybe you think I'm crazy, but I hate that old man who gave 
not so much as a smile in appreciation, or a "thank you" to the young 
man. Instead, he plopped down angrily and avoided looking at the 
young man. If I were the young guy, I'd strangle him. I don't want to 
see that old scum again. 

I reach the gym, check-in, and walk into the locker room where 
some naked, middle-aged men have just finished showering. They are 
sitting on a couple of benches and smoking. I hate public smokers. I 
want to scold them for being impolite, but it's not courteous to scold 
elders. I take off my clothes and put on my gym clothes. 

Of the few people in the gym, I only recognize a foreigner, who 
is often at the gym. I want to talk to him and practice my oral English. 
I forgot to tell you, my major is English, which is why I want to chat 
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with the foreigner, but I opt to run for an hour. I feel bored to death 
after fifteen minutes, so I do sit-ups until I sweat. 

Most people in the gym are looking at their cell phones, so I 
take out my iPhone from a pocket in my shorts and watch Game of 
Thrones. After about fifteen minutes I think, "Silly! Why are you 
spending gym time watching a film?!" 

I decide to shower and head to the locker room, but suddenly 
realize I've not spoken to the foreigner. I approach him and greet him. 
He returns my greeting, but I quickly discern he is not interested in 
chatting with me. I have a strong sense of dignity and say goodbye. 

Back in the locker room, I take off all my clothes and 
unconsciously cover my penis with my towel. I don't know what drives 
me to behave this way. Maybe it's because I'm a virgin and easily 
embarrassed. I despise this action. I only shower when there are few 
people in the shower room but today some young men are showering 
happily. One sings loudly, and the others follow him. I usually hate 
loud human noises in public place, but I enjoy listening to these young 
men sing. 

I turn on my shower and question why I'm not happy like 
others. I try to sing, but I can't. Maybe I'm afraid someone will shout 
at me to shut up! Anyway, I don't sing. 

The happy guys finish showering and go into the locker room. 
I carefully observe them. I have no idea where they are from. One has 
long hair. The others have short hair. Two wear earrings. They dress 
differently. Probably, they are not from the same place or country, but 
they sang the same song. I imagine they must be from a peaceful, joyful 
place. I want to travel there, be as happy as they are, and sing what I 
failed to. 

I walk out of the gym hoping to meet those joyful young men 
on my way back to school. I look in every direction, but I don't see them. 
I reach an intersection with no traffic light. People carefully cross 
because it's snowing. I reach the other side of the road and notice 
people circling a man lying on the street. I assume there has been a 
traffic accident. I go near the young man on the ground. He is wearing 
an old pair of jeans with a white-rope belt. Some older men say he was 
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not hit by a car. They say he has been lying here for almost an hour. No 
one dares to go very near him. I guess he is mentally deranged. 

A man in his fifties goes near and speaks to him, but he doesn't 
respond. A man in the crowd shouts, "Don't touch him! You'll get in 
trouble!" 

The man in his fifties doesn't touch him. Instead, he phones the 
police. After a bit, the man on the ground raises his head, takes a phone 
out of a pocket, and chats. I realize he is normal except for a lazy-eye. 
A police car soon zooms up and parks nearby. Two policemen 
approach and talk to the man on the ground. The man stands up. 

I want to know what's wrong with the man, but I'm afraid the 
policemen will yell at me to stay away. The police tell the man to get 
into their car and then they drive away. 

The man who called the police says, "He has no money to buy 
a bus ticket and go home. The police promised they'd take him to the 
bus station and buy him a ticket. His home is only three hours from 
here." 

I thought, "That tricky guy got the police to drive him to the bus 
station and buy him a ticket! Wow!" 

In the late evening, the snow stops. I'm on the street near my 
school. A mother holds her little boy's right hand. I guess he is about 
five-years-old. He holds a small red apple in his left hand. The boy runs 
from his mother when he sees a red tomato in the middle of the 
sidewalk near a garbage bin. "Don't pick it up!" his mother shouts and 
grabs the boy. As they walk around the red tomato, the boy looks back 
at the tomato. Maybe he thought it was an apple. 

A young couple nears the tomato and stops. The girl kicks at it, 
but her boyfriend stops her. They resume walking. The boy looks at a 
garbage collector looking for things she can take to the local recycling 
center, like plastic bottles. The boyfriend rushes back to the tomato, 
picks it up, and puts it on top of a garbage bin. He returns to his 
girlfriend and occasionally glances back. I guess he's hoping the 
garbage collector will pick up the tomato. Instead, a woman clad in nice 
clothes puts the tomato in her leather bag. The garbage collector stares 
at the woman as she walks away and turns a corner. 
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I walk to a nearby vegetable market and buy a red tomato. The 
stall owner stares at me curiously, probably wondering why I buy only 
one. I walk back and put the tomato on top of the covered garbage bin 
and go to the other side of the street. I hope the garbage collector will 
pass by again. Some people pass the tomato. They see it but don't touch 
it. I wait for the garbage collector but then think I'm silly. She probably 
went home for supper. 

I stand up and get ready to return to my school and then notice 
the nicely-dressed woman put the tomato in her bag. I shout at her, 
and she runs away. 

As I walk back to my dorm room, I think, "Why did I shout and 
frighten her?!" 

It snows again. The night turns chilly. Cold wind pierces my 
bones. I cover my head with my blanket. I think about Saturday and 
realize it hasn't been usual. Some of the people I encountered were very 
different. I smile and resolve to sleep, hoping nightmares will not 
torture me. 


Tibetan Term 


gu ru 'phrin las 
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